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I feel like a remittance man who has not been packed off to
Australia.

Oct. 13   " It was in this year that my uncle began to break
Friday,    in upon the regularity of a clean shirt " (Tristram
Shandy). To-day for the first time in history I put
on yesterday's shirt.
Oct. 30 Seventeen days of sitting up till four and five in
Monday, the morning working at my anthology for the
Forces, Speak for England. Clemence Dane gave
me the title; it is the phrase shouted in the House the other
day when Arthur Greenwood got up to speak on the declara-
tion of war. After wasting a lot of time and going through
agonies of indecision I drew up a set of rules which I then
rigidly adhered to:
(1)  War to be background only.
(2)  Connecting thread of anthology to be Rupert Brooke's
66 the thoughts by England given."
(3)  Anthology must hang together.
(4)  Must be intelligible to average soldier.
(5)  Nothing to bore or depress.
(6)  The note to be R.B.?s sonnet transposed into the key
off 4 If he5 i.e.9 another, should die *. ,'*
I found snags everywhere. Modern poetry too grim. Sassoon's
horrors put him out of the question. I tried hard to have that
moving poem of Wilfred Owen with its exquisite concluding
line, " And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds." But
then there was that first line, " What passing-bells for these
who die as cattle ? " Hardly encouraging to open the an-
thology at a poem called Anthem for Doomed Youth I Tom
Driberg thought the sailors might like Hopkins's Wreck of
the Deutschland. Just don't see how the average A.B. is going
to cope with a rigging full of nuns, or the gushing of a " lush-
kept plush-capped sloe mouthed to flesh-burst.*5 The prose
selections were just as difficult, I had decided upon Thacke-
ray's magnificent passage in the ninth chapter of Esmond
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